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From the moment he was 
Born he knew he was a future 
Cinema Star 


So assuredly, from the very next 
Moment on 

He never thought 

Another thought about it. 


Every affirmed mind knows 
Nature runs its course. 


At 10 his folks passed away. 
At 17 he left his lady’s side. 


“My Momma choked! My Daddy died, 
Into the derelict city I pried, 
Aimless, shamed, self-aware, 


Like a jackal mouth on a hare."[1] [file:///E:/Jonnys%20Movie.doc#_ftn1] 


The sliding doors open. 

He permeates. 

Like bits of biological datum seeping through a cell wall he enters the boarding terminals. Like he enters the terminals, 
others enter with intention of going somewhere like him. 

And they are waiting. 

Punching icons of last minute preparations and daily shorthand: 
$ in case of unforeseen fees, 

% of daily market swings, 

;) wink at ones not leaving, 

© sad they'll be gone, 

:o stand in awe of the terminal hum 

=D let them know they're home safe, 

=| get on with it, 

A V gather retail goods on another floor, 

J turn their ear-buds to a new volume, 

T begin a new thought in the notes, 


i IM the mood in the terminals, 


@ indicate which server the recipient subscribes to, 
* emphasize the significance of it all. 


Like others, the terminals offer no salve for his restless body. 
With others his body is urgent data encrypted and ciphered through the terminals: 

the sliding doors, the turnstiles, roped-off waits, the baggage-checks, the baggage registration, the banking screens, 
arrival & departure screens, the ticket kiosks, the security frisks, the metal detectors, the x-rays. 


The sliding doors open. 

He permeates. 

Like data seeping though a wall, 
He enters and begins 

The task of sifting though 

The Icons in the Terminals: 


WELCOME TO TransitAM™ 


SELECT LANGUAGE 


ENGLISH--------------- > 


TRANS 00789-564-1010-03 


SELECI DESTINATION 


- [STATE Juro ee eds 


[COUNTRY] -------------- 


TRANS# 00789-564-1010-04 [MATN MENU] [HELP] [EXIT] 


LOADING. 


C: PROG/11CR5 
C: PROG/11CR5 
C:PROG/1. 


TRANS# 00789-564-1010-05 


The kiosk flashed: NO SEATS AVAILABLE 


5 ___ please select another destination. 


TRANS# 00789-564-1010-06 


The kiosk flashed: NO SEATS AVAILABLE 


6 — Please select another destination. 


TRANS# 00789-564-1010-07 


The kiosk flashed: NO SEATS AVAILABLE 


7 ___ please select another destination. 


TRANS# 00789-564-1010-08 
[EXIT] 


THANK YOU FOR CHOOSING TransitAM™ 


Where were you trying to go? 

-Just somewhere, someplace to see something good for me, GET-AWAY 
See the customer service desk, consult the route manager. 

-This thing says no seats available, has access to inventory. 
Perhaps they’re having technical difficulties. 

-The kiosks? 


The route managers, maintenance maybe, 3" d floor: 


(Now Boarding #18 to Thisland} 
{#18 to Thisland Now Boarding} 


INFORMATION/TERMINAL (G ROU N D FLOO R) PARKING/BAGGAGE 


BOARDING DECK ELEVATOR — [VA] ™ A" [3] [ b> <j ] 


ee 
JJ), 
LOUNGE/BOOKSTORE (SECOND FLOOR) D l J] 


CAFÉ 


JD 
dJ 
ITI 


ROUTE MANAGEMENT (THIRD FLOOR) «a > 


= (DING!) 


“There is only one seat left, 

One destination the rest of the day. 

So you can go, or you stay. Your choice— 

But it isn’t where to go 

Or when to go there; 

It’s heading West to Ickermore Entertain momentarily. 


Hit O, Go to the main menu, 

Alt + | and Tab to “Find Empty Seat,” 

Enter, Shift, Swipe card or feed bills, 

If card enter pin: 3 3 4 % 

Confirm, and if you'd like a receipt 

Hit confirm again. Remove Ticket 

And enjoy your trip. Thanks for riding TransitAm. 


But if you can wait, tomorrow all destinations 


Are wide open. But if you can wait, tomorrow all destinations are wide open. But if you 


can wait, tomorrow all destinations are wide open." Repeating the company slogan. 


At the suggestion of management, | selected— or shall say was given, a destination: 


[ CONE I RM] PRINTING PLEASE WAIT... 


T xa TransitAM™ Travel Card 


CLASS TICKET TYPE PRICE 


SFD TRVCRD-0200MT 132*50X 


STATUS VALID UNTIL 394857264829 


DIVC 001*03*102 


X 


DATE 


3:19 p.m. 


“Jane I’ve left. U...?" 


DRAFT: 
K. BUT Y...? 
jh113 
K. BUT Y? What a thing to draft and not send to someone leaving you 


to care for, you, leaving you to some you never cared for. 
Y, in short, means "why are you Leaving so soon?" 


K. means I’m not great or good, happy or even glad about what you are doing but PII support your decision to do it, to 
think about it; come to think about it— k really only means half of ok and a guarter of okay. So take it for what it is 
worth. 


?: is there any question Now where we are headed? Through Terminals & back to 
dreams.gods.wars.births.songs.souls.moms.dads.kids.tyrants.ghosts.deceits.icons. 
heros.cults.traitors.celebrations.dances.laments.urges.edens.infernos.devils.deaths 


men women & love 


kkk 


Soon he departed, soon to his capsule of rented seats, where soon his breath like iridescent gases through a lighted sign 
would circulate and refill the airtight space around them And the passengers would settle into the regular class of non- 
commuter travel. The seats, tattered and synthetic as they'd always been, were irrelevant to anything— sort of romantic 


to think of themselves silent (in)different terminals,- every few seconds—flicking a fit to twitch at the boarding-room 


chairs. [phonedrops] 
x Xxx 


A sense of panic, he could almost see vague traces of a number he thought he 


recognized, crushed liguid, light receptors now a  muted  half-tone digital black 
with vague traces of hi-def color seeping through a breach in the center view, 
horizontal to #'s 


(he boarded bus w/ broken cell. She drove) 
his pen out, paper nonexistent, his screen crushed. his senses healthy as livestock. 


“The suggestion of the kiosk, | selected— or shall say was given, my destination.” 


"Seated in capsules they sit with audience all 
Alone. 

The sum of solitudes was there, but solitudes of 
Shame, 

Millions of distracted boys & girls not trying to finda 


Name." 2 | [file:///E:/Jonnys%20Movie.doc#_ftn2] 


ii. Passengers (3) 

1 
"So stacks our arrangements of plasma 
We, Generation Deranging, 
Lunatics under heat lamps, chard 
Roasting on the ashes of great art." 


| saw two girls in retro, Emo attire in a bus scene on bus toward coast, a ghost show— 


One (on) eye-dripping juke-box smile 
Purrs perfect teeth— they called her Capital, a nickname for something Hi-Def. 
Another (off) heroine-name called: Desire. 


Seated in the Monitor frame they spoke in unison: "We in faux cowboy lust coated, 
Bronzed thighs and irises like smoke 

Among earth's souls unknowingly dead. 

We of choke invitations and reservations 

Gripping bold contrast in cityscapes, 

The beggar's dinner plates never float 

At the courts'crew sessions we soak on. 


Feed the re-holy gullets of consumption 
Burning waste-side by the Ghost Manor 
Rotting faces on the rose planters 
Façade all 'recto in junk-yard shelter 
Rusted tanks and Hmm-V shells, 
Crime-son cocktails o' digital blood sales 
Dripping red-cell marrow banisters 


Propping humanity's hand rails 
Where talons lose their grip... 
We slip the tattered flight to Hell." 


The commercial broke, still in the frame— 
Capital and Desire became one cameo 

A former TV symbol of gone-things purer: 
A younger heroine in a funeral dress. 


"We at the summit grave mountains crawled moan builders of brims-tone walls 
Lusting o'er the neighbor's tongue, 
Lapping the mildew breath a song 
Wreaking down the mansion hall, well lit 
Cigarette ends and battered nights'-gone 
Stretching thin skin laminate displays 
Muscled over weaker bones, enjoyment 
Purple-vein sic nigh'mares, Corpse acute 
Lingering installment where Chief sits, 
Elseplace but oblivion outstretched staring 
Will we the re-holied spend the nereafter." 


To the half-assertion(?) | paused, myself 
In a close-up on flat monitors reflection, Afternoon sun she answered: 


"We shall not erect as stone memories 
But apparitions still under lilacs' yard, 
Delusions in the infinite cycle. 

A purple velvet heart splintered the past 
Wrapped itself the steel, frigid embrace, 
The still world a jaundiced-bed pan. 


Half-life rotted, our descent routed, roots 

In florescent bleak aromas left 

Blottered over sand and sand over linens 

And land where the carcass boys sleep 

Close but vigilant, breathing Ultra- 

Violet eyelids absent with machine gun Sin Bent in the paradigm of fire. 


Re-Man’s time has ended, leaving us 
A final generation of 1/2-ghost. 


You, | Generation. Deranging-uh-O!— 
Ether-go.Undone in constant motion, stuck 
But doing our best to deny this rut... 

... go home Little Boy— just go home.” 


I turned to ask my neighbor had she 
Seen this episode before, "NEVER." 


Never saw Girl as two before this episode 


Unsaid she said knew it was a dream seguence, Never mentioning to the passengers locked in faceless stares ahead 
The newly introduced 

Characters to this series. That this device Is rare in mid-season proves a Main Character is going to die soon. 

Should | go home... or wait? 


* kk 


The onslaught of left hand turns and red light districts where symphony fine tunings of city noise echoes of buildings in my 
home city where | was born, shortly after, The horns of coal buses, pangs of sirens Ramble out-spoke street venders, Girl 
Begging Boy, the power surged the entertainment monitors faded in and then out, and bus horns Pant like heat of July pants 
unnerved at drought clouds, coal trucks or no runs from first season— I swelter in vinyl seat sweat bring NEWS< or >CITY 
TRAFFIC <>NEWS SCROLLING> AND MONITOR FADES AGAIN, BUT WE HEAR IT, the series, My teeth rings my ear drum 
interior. The bus no air. Screens no entertainment. No windows in city smog lowered, no Entertain pamphlets to read, just 
UN-NEWS and FACTBOOKS, mostly Bios<> Driver screaming headed west toward coast Head swim in summer heat. Should | 
swim in moist vinyl air, home... at next stop, tomorrow is wide open. swim. 

They say it's a good thing. 


Should |... 
Should | go...? 


In my confusion with the heat and monitors fading in and out and the series my eyes were filled sweating, unaware to the 
arrival of the New Passenger, as my neighbor got into the series itself she had reached her stop, and got off, got in. | never 
heard from her again. 

By some half-chance, | believed | had seen her somewhere before. 


“Is this seat taken, may I sit with you?" 
It is— or it was. Yes please sit. 
| had thought it taken earlier, but she may have gotten off, maybe switched seats. 


2 


But it was just a dream of two 

Girls who spoke together, as one 

They became one, and they spoke 

Of their (my) generation, of ghost they spoke 

A generation of the dead... It was dreaming sequence of Girl, the lead. 
It seems familiar but maybe this never is the first showing. 


“Oh, but it was not a dream brother, (he’d seen it before), 
It is the solid truth of Her condition, episodes of duplicity, we relate to her: 


“They are in fact double ghosts of the Final Generation— 
Generation Deranging, forgotten by Sister Salvation a deficit glass roof eco-disaster 
In her plight against the dignity of Market and Mother Earth, (see episode #35, vol Il). 


“They are in fact Strangers-sisters separated in the unreal Axiom Meadows, un- twins, But Littered with lovely stones and un- 
settled soil, abbreviated funeral words 
Speaking inch-worm jive through the local networks in their old home towns. 


"They are in fact Dead-Together Later sisters in this fantastic hit series premier (living) 
Rolling through bleeding wounds We face their lust for progress in the monitor together 
Grasping naked alone the edge of our own golden age, altered twins separated in birth 


Reach our destination sometime 


They are in fascinated love with the doomed and incurious heroic side characters 
Starched electric languages, gallant guick speech so we ride the bus and sit speak keys 
Severing tongues of teenage love sick-ladies boys, and multi- profile intercourses. 


We see them as the laminated faces- onez1010 eros, liquid ether display the hysterical Cast reciting obscene death 
gestures and hellos in crystal images, liquid the electric bye 
Somewhere between First Dust the gentle hour we switch formats, reboot, & sprout limbs 


Re-Reside here bitter wild by the limp heart of our own hardware suspicion (a beast) 
Making waste our simple instincts under these user ports jutting in from lit-monitor seas, 
Please Finish this sermon with the posted comfort of some digital, on-screen revival! 


“Oh, it was not a dream sequence Brother, Girl had a dead twin at birth, Loved the same 

And she was awake thinking It was the origin of her empty-syndrome a re-holy unbirth: Fittest. This is revealing of the killer, 
victorious other: nature beats mother, the drama- 

And this...most likely the end of this series...” 


... [This was in fact the last episode] 


If you're heading for the graveyard famous tour of the coast 
Don't miss the city by the silver lake— maybe l'II see ya there...” 


| gasped at the end of story about series finale [my first was its last] 

and he was gone, the silver lake? 

Spinning | stood/sat cold paranoid of myself (it wasn’t a dream sequence?) 

In tears— a city girl— split images (a whole one symbol, but two of Girl) | choked on sweat down my brow And slumped to 
moist vinyl, [what a way to end it...] 

I slumped cold (the end of the series? How did it all fit in? Does the audience already know half the cast is already dead? Or 
did they wait all this time until the end to reveal?) 

Paranoid of myself (after that, what next to see?) no new ones. nonocommunico.uhoh 

I sat in moist vinyl! | of myself, me, my moist Paranoia. Would | wait? 


And yet there was another.... New Passenger [couldn’t wait the next series premier] 

As my newer neighbor had found his stop, 

Slithered through unroad-overnight bags, ripoffs of highend Euro-Hides, 

Up the aisle Excuse me don’t mind me, excuse me... | know you from somewhere...? Where...? Mid-Town Maybe Market 
Square West, do you trade? 

Occasionally. That’s where! The Vamp. Parade. Ticker tocker my bro my bro, yo-sho! 


Enjoy it! You do the Same. Oh! Yeah! You'll love this one. Supernatural! Yo-sho! 
(Rush of Exhaust Brake, the sound of half-impotence, of Public Bus Release) 


“Pleas Watch Your Step. 


And thanks for riding TransitAm. Please be seated.” 


The image returned to the monitors and the new series continued Supernatural, 
Little Boy ran into Girl, she was One, thought he was dead in love 
And she begged him not to go home, it was the same actress from before: 


(I, but not | attentively, hadn’t, but just did, 
See the Newest Passenger, attentive to the series, but not at said time, 
Already sat down beside me, unknowingly to me, and me | began to feel and fidget;): 


Silence (all but new series maybe) at first, silence then heat, 

Heat and paranoia, (Girl’s Violent Voice, frantic- and then comforted) 

Stone paranoid and anxious, The Spirit World Makes Me Nervous with Vomit 
Anxious, will he speak...? Will it be of politicos or entertainos? 

In the middle of the series as the others spoke 

Of monitors full of the dead, the dying generation they spoke 

Ambivalent of the loved-one's dementia, 

Should | speak..., Will | speak of Loved Ones? 


WHAT! (It doesn’t appear as if he’s seen the series) perhaps IT IS new. 

Should I... He is here not to speak. 

Will | Speak first? Or Watch? Or Speak First? 

Speak new passenger. | need you to speak. What of the series is capturing you&l? 
"What of my generation? Tell me.. I don't watch these.” 


[Tell me of this generation’s best entertain-effects!?! 


[Tell me as the others did— tell me.. what this end tells.. 


“Tell me to go home Not see what the re-end (.) does." 


“Tell me that I am already dead— pointless, un-magicked. 


“Tell me,” Little Boy to One name of Girl, Desiree, they called her now, continues. 


| said nothing at climax before break 
And with a deep breath he spoke TO the monitor: 


“You are not dead Little Boy— only dying with the rest of the cast. We will kill you off. 
“Your need for cathedral days has passed 

Like blue lips from an ocean’s murder of pure faith, 

A body rotting by the sea, the Other, and Girl. Desiree. Young Beautiful Desiree. Dead. 


“You are not dead, but dying... you knew it all along. & Desiree... 
You are with her how it started and now: The Series Began: 


[fade up] 


"Strolling naked by the sea, 
Wafting sweet apple death birthing your ghosts 
Sweeping down the marriage path, 
Past Girl family, Other in the boneyard 
Manic in his assembly, 
Purr-Versions screening like tongue fits 
Limp on brick streets, prophets, 
Bleeding boys and bone-faced angels 
Unsexing in the Dust Room, 
x 
"Persuasions of make-up mirror 
Wanton cool hollow bodies 
Cleared inside a grain basket rotting 
Of faint porcelain lips, there is ocean 
Where linens haste in staining 
Cathedral Girl in the closet 
Rationing herselves away, 
x 
Whips make the morning glow antigue 
Like the statue by the Body Sea— 
A nine tinted cabaret line: Of 
Rose Color Save-yours kicking in time— 
x 
"The curtain calls for silence, 
The assembly bows to the maiden in stride...Someone cued the pipe organ 
Glowing under stained, cathedral glass— And the winner is... 


* 


"Someone prayed to science. 
* 


“The might of wrecked noble men 
Reverently bowed to the poster of a saint, Unrestrained gratitude in crimson blood At the alter a pewter cup of life begs Boy, 
Girl dies first in this scene: 


""Forsake yourselves the joy of this life, 
Whip your eyes the depth of canyons 
If ever the spirit rots in the putrid air 
Behind the breath of the re-holy sow 
"Lady wickedly gave her hand to Man. 


"The glorious nebula of eternal energy forfeited." 


[Commercial Break] fade up: 


To the ever-furnace entrails of tongue failure 

And eyes not for seeing, but for shape-bending These avenues will never take us home. 
x 

"You are not dead, Boy nor Girl but 

We most glorious at solid night, 

In the purer face like eternal water. 

There it is not a question of sponsors’ philosophy— But how you define: 

"Ocean" and "Wine" 
x 

“It is up to you. Know in this land: 

That in this palace, in this world, 


There rots two bodies by the sea.” 
* 


(credits roll) 
This Program Was Brought to You by TansitAm, Thanks for riding. The Monitors will now be shut down so that our 


passengers may rest. Again, thanks for riding. 


The West Changed and Everyone Came... 


By: D. O. Moore 


At the beginning of the Entertain Wars, all Western prisons were full with dissenters of the New Union who opposed 
the War. So to accommodate Eastern prisoners of war, the leader of the New Union Chief Reo | commissioned Dr. R. A. 
Peckham, his Minister of Wartime Affairs, to design a facility to house them. 

Peckham was considered by many to be the greatest thinker in the Entertain War Era, having made great 
contributions to the fields of war philosophy, war mathematics, computer rhetoric, war communication technology, civil 
politics, literature and art- & he was also considered by some to be a madman, elevated by his relation to the Chief. 

His prison would come to be known as Terra Furnace, a self-sustaining facility- city modeled after Dante Alighieri’s 
construction of Hell in his Inferno. Many called him a madman too. 
At the bottom was a huge furnace used to forge metal. It's primary fuel source, a thick run of coal across the 
continent. 
At its peak the prison city housed over 20 million Eastern prisoners. 
After the wars had ended the prisoners were removed and the facility was turned into an industrial, civilian city. 
Establishing national dominance in several global markets, including pork and cinema. 
The furnace was converted into the largest coal plant in the Western World making Terra Furnace the power house of 
the West. 
Having no wars to fight, New Union soldiers found themselves jobless and desperate, praying for war so they may 
work again. They won't 
Entertain by peace. 
Terra Furnace was the answer to their prayers. The drive for energy continued. 
The West changed and everyone came. Entertain, they call it now. It's what fueled those wars. A proper noun. 
DOM 


"Last Stop 
Before the West Edge." 


The time is currently 6:17, 
near twilight, 
near the desert, 


the bus will re-board approx. 15 mins. 


Night came and at once there was ocean and sky reflecting the other into a new horizon before the boy at the last 
edge of the city, and the two moons. This is the Land of Entertain, Girl's lover, Boy's desire (in his backyard the whole time)— 
the pinnacle of progress, where there is no greater concern than that of Man's perception of himself, the status of the 
human condition. Here the roads are vast and interconnected. The colored-lights abundant. Here there are no stars as far as 
astrology goes, 
only the manufactured habitats, the habits of cityscape glow... 


"Boy you look like you done seen a ghost!" 
To say they weren't far off when they said the world was flat, as they would of him many years later, is to call him a prophet, 


if such a recognizer of patterns does exist. It will take Woman&Man at least another century before they'll finally prove the 
Earth flat. 


At the Coast 


Westward day-trip, gorged mind of one lady, one boy, and one man— 
A chance victim in the second fall of humankind on TV? Or a trip along the way? 


The ocean air is all | can taste now, the breath of sea salt— I smell birth, 
The new water exact as perfect corneas, | see pinnacles of solid waves, 


| never moved like the reflection of sea water on the scorched brow of the dirt coast, 
| unnoticed in my city new at the bitter edge of Entertainland | glow in silver light. 


The child human with pupils vibrant at the ocean’s edge alive in new sun, 
Collecting shells like perfect spirals, one ratio divine, a new progress, 


Interacts awkward with woman and gull the wind sets below the pier 
The ocean air is all he touches suspended above boulders, them, and wild grass. | pray 
| never have to suffer that first paranoia again... the second the same... the third ever! 


"Where am | standing? What is my number? What is my ticket value? 
Where is my name?” 


A Face & A Memoir 
“Man’s first sight of life is actually the after-glow of Hell 


In deeper waters carving a river’s twisted shore, 
On the bank sits Fred Kneechee and Abe Smith 


Enjoying the taste of Coca-Cola with General Washington on the shores in Hell, 

As one Greek floats the birthing river to the sea learning Moral fitness and Commerce 
The music in Hell is always Roman pop, and it never lets them pass the two engaged 
Without pausing for a listen as they debate the outcome, the probability 

They were never made, or would ever meet again by a river in Hell, 

To enjoy the taste of Coca-Cola...never again in an old lion's cage! 


“Welcome to the coast, man.” 


As | had slipped into a day dream 

At the edge of my first night on this edge of the city 
Fragments of moon face on the water 

Fractions of moon gleam in my pupils, 

| hadn’t noticed that | was in company 

Of a man not familiar, not from the bus, the show, the terminals 
Not up from the beach, or up from a dream, 

| had not slipped him into reality, 

He was there by his own choice. 

He is most definitely here, 

Like the Entertainers in the Series on the bus 

He is most definitely here— 


“Welcome to the graveyard network, Terminal-Entertain (TE) 
I'm certain this is your first time..." 


Why is it called the graveyard network terminal... names for? 


"Awe...you don't know? From the atmosphere, 
The studios on the coast 

Lie like perfect gravestones, 

Namesakes for the casualties of Entertain, 
Each name as certain as the next.” 


Where am I? 


“Man you’re still at the bus stop in Little Sage, next burg north o' Entertain, 
Outside the Big City. Where are you heading?” 


I’m not sure— what were you saying about Coca-Cola in Hell... with Fred? 


“Nothing man, it’s just some Western philosophical bull shit | tell the tourists; 

I'm a tour guide for the Coastal Recreational Department. Are you alright 

Brother you look like you just seen a ghost? I saw you earlier getting off the bus. | was picking up a group at the stop— you 
haven’t moved all day...Shit! You watched the show on the bus didn’t ya...? Man! I been tellin’ them that show is bumming 
everybody out for My leg of the tour and I don’t appreciate having to put up 

with clinically depressed sight-gawkers! Like most folks that can’t snap out of it, 

Out of the pull of the humming ether screens they blast round-trip! 


What are my choices— where is there to go? 


“You’re at Terminal-Entertain in Little Sage, the edge man; you can only go up or down. 
And since you're already pretty far up, you ought to go down, 

And if you're going down— well then, l'Il show you the way South. 

I'll show you my home city— Terra Furnace, Ickermore the sign on the hill calls it. 
Damn Entertainment Capit(oa)I of the World, man! Place never sleeps for it. 


...oh by the way, my name’s Otis." 


When Otis and | arrive mid-town, he needs a drink. 


Conversations, exponents of conversation— 
Two particles of dust afloat the ancient fire 
Two sparks to the bitter ash, 
At the Terra Pub, when we reached The City, Beside the Iron furnace 
Whole Flame Memoirs, past and future soldiers seated everywhere in a row: 


Three retired to the bottle, the ugly patrons, 2 to the juke, a million to the junk 
With compact cylindrical junk necks 

Disappearing under junk flannel collars below bobbing chins 

Spread, overbearing the rusted galluses 

Loose on their scar-torn shoulders swaying behind the beat. High on junk. 


28, 30, 32 years of coal stains 
Unbreakable between worn cotton threads 
In thinning knees of canvas overalls, 
Some in wasteland brown 

Others in deep jungle green— 

All with bright, defoliant stains the same. 


“I think lIl have milk" (surprise, the keeper’s face twisted) 
Hah.Hah.Hah.Hah.Hah.Hah. 
We only got whole cream son— for the early drunks and morning coffee 
And White Russians when we're feeling the burn of peppered pig feet!!! 
Lot of swine ‘round here, son ! Lot of ‘em 
Hey Boys, where’s the milk! 
“Try his mother’s tits!” 
Hah.Hah.Hah.Hah.Hah.Hah.— (the congregation joined in) 
“Otis, where’d you find this little boy? Lost on the playground?” 
“At the candy store stealing licorice?” 
This is a soldier’s bar son, milk is for the newborns. 


l..IL.. I'll have whatever he’s having. I.. it’s my first time away from ho m...e 


Make it two Jim. and don’t spare the bourbon. 


Sharp clanks, rocks thumping the burl of pine bars, ice on ice makes no noise the bourbon sash Behind the glass distilled 
overlapping, dangling chandelier mouths fresh dangling black mold spears beards of tobacco liquids, iron guts in fat boil— 
little hair left wires, gangly acid Orange undercover breath three agent men in one bottles of aerosol huffing defoliants, 
black LPs with canyons, hard acid rock, 45s and B-side machine gun chatter, scattering teeth on burls of the pine bar, slow 
foam on the rocks keeping time for each to preach and toast, slow foam: 


“Antique iron, 

These molten boys never recognize 
Their old faces 

Under this cask of neon gut and coal— 


They gave us the great neon gut death 
For that perfect spray of ballet fire we left behind. 


To the new rumble order! 

(to the new rumble order) 
To this torch by the sea! 

(to this torch by the sea) 
To the New Union! 

(to the New Union) 
To Reo!! 

(God Bless Reol...) 


Shouting, half-leans and grins. a toast. then another. and more. 

And in time they settled, still robbed of rebellions, and began 

Rewriting their memoirs interrupting briefly with newly finished excerpts, 

Descriptions of future wars, ruined marriages, orphans, and a dead language 

Never hasting for an input or friendly suggestion. Say what they say Terminus-Entertain/ 


A Memoir of a New Union Soldier 
By Edgar Petras, LpHI 3 rek. 


“What’s going to happen?” 


“Well,we’re going to ask them few questions, 

See what they have to say 

About the Orange— and the SAND O. ops. 

But either way we're going to cut them to pieces. No matter what’s said 
“Fair Enough.” 


(and we went to cutting) 


"And we turned like ballerinas 
Pirouetting the sand stones 
And dodging the highway nukes 
In our wasteland canvas suits, 
Dune masters in the streets 
Cackling laughter in our mouths 
Our feet elsewhere, when We 


“suddenly remember arcades We undertook when we were young 
Posing as a generation 

of video freaks In the streets 

we were perfect 

Re-spawns like cool afterthoughts, 


“Hot, full jackets 

The casings filled our boots 

Making widows of the lovely women 
And the ribbons they choose 


“As a reminder, or a more proper noose They would never excuse us— 
Only we did see the antique overhead view 

Arcade city lights in night vision 

The 3Pck-Man Army inhaling 


Pellets of a stranger dew 

Calling truce in an old cowboy film, 
Sliding quarters in the slot 

For another round of work. 


Oh what a man could do in this town with a pocket full of change. 


“Run get your gun oh faceless child of man, 
there are angels in the valley 
your eyes will never see.” 


“The soft repetition like mosquito eyes capped in a bog drown 
caught me drunk at the words 
as | pierced myself drunk, paranoid&drunk 


These are the piercing words, drunk words bubbling from a war bog 


"and real as i passed over my barstool at the words bogging 
tragic little bog words all little drunk words 


“| wept. 


"| had never known a soldier. 


“My father was a milkman. He wasn’t a soldier. 
"Id never known a soldier now, me: 
“i am drunk 8 there are no angels in the valley. Daddy was the Milkman 


“i am no angel in his valley..." 


“Wake up, Kid!” 


T 

Down to the runway 

Half-world of jet-lag, a decade 

We made war, slumberless under desert sun 
Like Wicked little Apollos, arrogant demigods 
Lancing our heads sterile, at midnight 

We made our ascent howling 

Whiskey tunes out of time, honey language 
On our tongues, arid oil stained berets 

And vacuum packed vegetables 

Discarded at the cargo door. 


Dirt of the New Union is unfamiliar 

After a decade of war tempers your blood 
Heavy with sand and oil, we went 

As nightmare children on the jet stream, 
Mesmerized paranoia near the atmosphere, 
Toy guns in our laps fresh 

from the factory. 


About that tour I will never say 

A word of myself that is not truth. 

We made a decade of work, intoxicated 
Cocktails like crude liquorish— 
Intoxication. Reveille. 

Six months of jet-lag. 


Then a year in Entertain. 


We are craftsmen, skilled merchants, 
Laborers of bone and sweat 


“Chief Reo, build us another market, another war 
So that we may return to our work.” 


There is no war. There is no work. 


2. 
"Go West young man 
To new industry on the coast. 


What was once a prison is now a power house 
Fueling the New Union toward the next epoch, work or entertain! 


Read Man! Read! 


In the coda of Reo's war 
The market changed. 


Entertainment my man! Entertainment! 
Entertainment is the resource now! Or... 


Go West young man 
And power this Entertainment machine." 


And we went. Me and my kind, 

A generation out-of-work 

For the sake of the New Union we went To blister our faces and grille our lungs 
In the furnace of progress, 

Rearing another generation over the flames. 


3. 

We met women and wed and recreated, 
Democratically elected our officials, 
Socialized our health care, 

(so that our mad may live freely 

at the asylum), 

Improved conditions of the furnace, 

Built suburbs, planted grass, worked hard 
and raised our children. 


After five years the jet-lag was gone. 


4. 

So many | couldn’t remember, 

So many faces turned into the ground, to dust 

And now after five years of reinvention 

A different kind of war. 

In our homes we made private battles, 

Secret little invasions into fractured pixilated minds, 


In the sixth year past the treaty, 

| was gorged with impulse, 

Like animal heat from the furnace, 
All | knew was sweat and work, 
Sweat and no killing— None 

That | could be proud of— None 


That | could call my own— None 

| could drag through the streets 
Proclaiming ‘Look at me 

Great Creator, for my brothers, 

| am the laborer of the greatest act.’ 


And in the seventh year | could hold no more. 


At the beginning of the eighth 

| saw some old friends from the war. 
One of them a platoon buddy 

Was my roommate, 

Held by that familiar impulse 

To march down nameless streets 
Dragging a decade of trophies 
Toward the next doomed arena, 


And after the ninth, 

| forgot | was at the asylum, 

And suddenly me and my buddies 

Were entertaining ourselves, planning another war. 


“And that’s the trouble with war, 

Otis would later say, 

Everybody remembers the ones that died in it 
And everybody forgets the ones that still live 
in it— 


We never saw him after that. 

But that’s that— lets grab another.” 
* 

| can't say | related to the scene 

| hadn’t known any soldiers; 

My dad was a milkman, 

And I'd never been to a bar. 


(SILENCE) 


Chorus 

Un-Woven between the unnoticed 

Re-holy faces stand alone, recognizable, 

The boy was offered some direction 

To better equip his choice to let nature run its course, by his guide alone 


Through the city they strolled, she was 

Attune to his senses, the boy listened 

As Otis, like the keeper of the dead, host of the edge, 

Started introducing him to the Re-Holy City of Entertain, the boy's old hometown. 


More Times Moves the Sun 


A steady pace is time. 
So swift is the sea, 
So whisking the wind on a torch ashore, 
And jaunting the hi-def world, 
Swallowing in the swirl of ages moving, 
Pixilation-Birthing Gains, 
And market killing lose, 
Pass another century of veins, 
Through a keyhole of new, digital brass 
And these series’ futures reared in displayable ether. 
Absent were the six execs [big suits who'd created the show, masterminds] 
Fixed forever in the last left shown platinum award plaque 
Steadfast in guiding the guild-players spoils 
From the song and dance to the taste of the Big Smart Bomb 


The Dead Mistress; Mother Other Gone 


More times moves the sun 


Western into worlds, lavishly Entertain, Shameless (Otis said I'd get the role of my life) 
Decorations of found Events, gathered 

Singing the producer's songs (All I had to do was read the lines on the page) 

Steady on the beach-sand-edge-land-divide, the sky 

Congregating the stand-ins, a near-desert of the body doubles (Alter my voice a bit) 
Keeping the gildeds found, the gildeds ascended 

And light foot in the farings... the sky 

Kept sound in new frames flickering. (And the Whole World would love ME) 


“Break a Leg!” Otis told him when he dropped him off at the studio audition: 


Electric Nightmare Dawn/Dusk/ Filter 


a film by S.U. Chnsuch 


Up fades the cracking morning 
Where a lost player is born 
Among the found of shadow failures, & mediocrats (MEE-DEE-O-KRATS) 
Huddling frantic together in corner 
Fighting the neon fractured rain effects, 
Rhyming the birth lines, auditions, forcing lights to pan and spot, wash 
The gorged mother neon stage, "Be Real! The camera adds another person," 
Leaking in the lust-lost noble gases leaking from the stage lights 
Found strict in the eyes of a Raven Birth, 
Intellect creature of the stage given the cue "ACTION!" 
Bird the big star of the show! Director mad as a cucumber! 


Gorged is the mother-character 
Alone is the mesmerized city, 
Failing electric plights [The House Lights Dim, This is the Pilot. Jonny has his dream] 


"are there ways around this world plot? 

Me, of simple words, not worlds 

And unwanted unions me of paper of charcoal 

Me, in this birth room at dawn, at dawn sure I'll be Re-Famous holied after 
Me, but not for me, 

In this temp.pool of re-holy soul extraction 

This street-corner queen&king-dom in labor? 

Little boys and Girls born on the sidewalk.” 


Alone is the Protagonist (Jonny, the boy from the bus. The Boy who left Jane. The boy who auditioned and got the biggest 
role. That boy. That's his stage name: Jonny) 
Bleeding in silent birth 

A boy Jonny lay moved 

To tremors at intermission, 


Born sleeping on the screen, lost. A Cinema Star 
was the child caught between reels 
In the landscape of a fleet-flicking dream. 


A Chorus of Saintly Players Joins Him: 

Reaping time in a sickle’s movement 

The Slain Entertainer reared the lightning 

Echoed as the streets ravaged [Jonny got big. Featured across The Globe] 


The clouds 

Converged and settled over 
Revealing Earth in the final scene 
Shimmering with 

Layers of dust... 


"Jane. Everyone. World. | made it. I’m being put into the movies. Me. In the screen... 
In the screen. The Fate Manifested itself. Like | knew at my Birth.” 


Jonny’s Movie 

An hour’s collision in midnight 

Scatters a Little Lost Boy’s last dream 
And he wake in mid March to find visions 
Of a hazing spring and prophet tongues, 
Watching only the back of his mind. 


In the hour of illusion time, 

The seventh night comes through the window 
Asking Little Lost to hold his refrain. 
Stopping his clock’s lost pacing forward, 

He signals to the West for answers. 


More hours collide with midnight 

Prompting the void faceless fog, rooms where 
Rapuzel has given the Pope away 

Alone, stuck in the middle of March 

With stains her hair is long and bleeding. 


Faith ran blind to the oracle seat 

And the child sat conversing with saints. 
“Whoever” was mocking Alexander, 

While Mona smiles all her homemade blues, 
And the child sat listening to saints. 


His desert filled with more than statues 
Broken all by time’s withering pace. 

The archetype of offspring littered the sand 
On the frontier in Little Lost’s last dream, 
While “Whoever” walked like a godson. 


Stones at the bottom, the redest sea 

Stains the gates at dusk, oblivion 

Rides against reguested winds growing dull, 
Gone to the parting of Little Lost 

And his seventh night of falling down. 


In the measure of speaking out, voice 
Corrodes the angelic listenings 

Of a massed objectioner lying still 

In the balanced light of distant space, 
While mimicking the voice back around. 


Frothing rumors coat the mildewed mouth 
Spilling out before the belief of 

Little Lost and his pacing prophetic mold. 
Sat to his wondering and waiting, 

The saints whispered through his prying lids 


Little Lost hangs ‘way in Limbo 
Surprised as melted wings cursing day, 
Yet covered in glowing captivation. 

The choking silence subdues itself, 
And the child sat murmuring away 


Stage-Napoleon claims glory’s way 

Locked to the bow, trade winds bound for Hell, 
Skipping vessels down the peaceful Styx 

For the mere calling of The Splendor, 

While the child sat widely sailing through 


A tiny obsession with the world. 
Prompts in composure the liquid sun 

So the race against time is host, gone 
To the parallel forgotten Earth 

Thought to have held a dead cup of rain. 


The Body may never make it, but 

His motion-in-memory Will blister 

In the sighted ghost film above his bed. 
The Saints whispered stream-like to his ear 
Waiting for bulbs to bloom his mind. 


Chaotic towers dot the landscape 
Feeding the air with static words, 

The communicating art-failed ailment 
Aid in collapse of the whitest stone 
Pressing weight down of an empire 


Down the shadow of a thousand ‘bergs, 


Little Lost frees the 'cicles in thought. 
And then by bargains in the flame, stall. 
Hesitate froze-moments, prior choice 
While the child sat with grace weeping. 


Babylon's shadow looms curious 

In the fragile skeleton-mind set. 

The waking glow of summer finds the moon 
The amassed volume of river boil 

The lost lunar fragments shinning on 


Overgrown gardens trap Little Lost 

In the heightened iris scent, wafting 

The breath behind the collector of tongues. 
With the crashing of time, the wind died, 
Found Little Lost caught in downward drift. 


Gathering dusted perceptions 'lone, 

Little Lost proceeds through the first hour 
Where saints followed amazed, first mirrors. 
The breath subsides the apparitions, 

Grace the child lay suspended in sleep. 


World Cast of protagonist "Whoever" 

In the casual 'cord of Great Alex, 

The role in-set stones, thrown on feeble few 
Fall to ease the likes, a fluttered end 

While king-crowds sit in guiet absorption. 


The last Simple-Regression in thought 
Revels of the epidemic rain 

Determining storms conjure "Whoever" 
Walk duskily in the haze, looming 

The cool dress guise of day-lit madthings. 


The temperament of the moon changes 
To the mention of Mona's worries. 

The manic brown sky hangs the gallery 
In the composition of rivers, 

Carrying away her hand stitched glance. 


Blushed cheeks pulling her lips upward, shut, 
Ouarrel in fever with the true smirk 

She meant to make, relating the words 
Burning in rhyme in-womb her furnace, 

The bluest fire scatters her drying voice. 


The heroine aches at collected tongues 
Lapping the air with shot distant utter. 
Cripple Hand Master preparing the paint 


Thought to endanger, staining the hands waiting, 
While Mona hangs away the silence. 


Shadows of gallery the hanged clouds faint 
Oak halls echo the captured choir hand 
Carried the intrigue of "Whoever" ‘way. 

The Assembly caught wind to move, 

And the curtain closes on the film. 


2 

Back again the cycle with breathing, 
The second hour wandering search. 
Finding Little Lost balled to comfort, 
It circles the silent space hovering 
As Little Lost drifts into the wake. 


Thousand Eyed Lady in thick hardlands 
Stomach open ushers leaking in, 

The converted madam’s burning field whites 
Followed by shadow too close to feel 

Little Lost gazing into her sigh. 


The witnessing-all child let escape 

The questionable concept love-time 

When the streams carried above him again 
The whispering saints becoming roar 

So the boy began to listen near. 


Six Men merge forgetting the Seventh 
Under Earth’s more acidic ground 
Tabling the by-gones, one-by-ones, lone 
Splitting of difference hasting soft, 
Over-head mixtures turning to rain. 


Two-Mask floats face down in Glass Lake 
Under a sun in West Entertain. 

Gurgling, bubbling conversations fail 

To miss the cue and break the surface, 
Fall began the boy slowly to age. 


Levy in Ickermore's last corner 

‘Stilling the lakes: acidic question, 

The masks twist and turn up to see the sky 
The solid doors swing to, open. 

The blame-hold Little Lost knows by heart. 


Dark smoke rings hover Glass Lake, halo 
Darkening draped lake covers Two-Mask 
While the boy’s attention breaks the quiet air. 
Patiently aching saints plead to loose 


The revelation for many waking one. 


Under the heat barren colors, soft, 
Little Lost fixates in groves felled 
Silent to Dissatisfied Saint in plead 
Sanctity man-like youth 

Melting in the diorama nights, 


Smoldering images burned in rock. 
Smothering fixed thirst a possessed loon 
Then the boy’s process of sight took firm hold. 
Ethereal ring-link jutting circle of fire, 
Sparking Little Lost erect in view the 


Master Crew’s fill of Ickermore's tunnel 

The fractional dust made off Clay Lip’s 

Eye lid machine opening the cracked corridors 
Grind to and stutters begging for dead rain 

To rinse Little Lost clean in Glass Lake. 


Ice in Roving Loon-man settles 

The heart dust plasters the cityscape 
Caked in the symmetry of rubble 

The lamp lit street maze, soft, cast aside 
Luxury made fault the eating time. 


Burnt image pluming from misted lake 

Surface here from fresh mailman comes the view 
A patchwork quilted death man smiling, limp 
Hearted butcher coaxing Little Lost home 

Away from the saints weep-open, plea. 


Re-human meat factory smiling, 

Praising Butcher's tool, crimson stained blade 
Aching pride in the sliver’s language dead 
Army rising the clouds align, fade 

Crossing the madam’s burning field. 


Re-human meat factory machine 
Disposes the health of daydreaming 
In a bag of interchanging bodies, 
Locked last in cold, jungle corridor 
Forcing Little Lost back to the Sleep. 


Slipping Little Lost found the captain 

Shod parting with six blood medallions, 
Saber soaked in ruby light, breaking-eyes 
Glimmer fallen gathering his pricked feet, 

As Little Lost, with saints, forged the Meadow. 


Private death creation droops 
Cutting the route of a router's needs 
To foster cyclic sabotage relief. 

The way used into thought suffering, 
Sends Saints into the spinning daze. 


The Murder Brain over lips set sail 

So Little Lost found the day again, 

Where of the art death slept Sabotage gone 
Parting in the marked curious glance 

Past the penance of scattered dreams. 


Journals kept the records sound, scattered 

The boy's song under the winds, lost 

Child caught in the wake of the Weep-Saint's pleas, 
Jolts in intrigue of witnessing time 

So sooths like willow branches do breathe. 


Fallen Forest in Ickermore's glance, 

Ouiet pushed rooms for the hand basket thieves 
Making the linen merchants worry. 

The gilded chair creator ate gold 

And slain the linen man's only son. 


Maps made the market's maze evident 
With the distorted instruction plates 

Force feeding Ickermore’s solid street mass, 
Propagated by the beacon's fool 

Perched atop the levy’s stone tower. 


Thousands circled in a single hue 
Gathered to view the jester’s charade. 
The stomping parade unsettled the dust; 
The electric buildings eroded 

With the failing of Ickermore’s prose. 


Celebrating a stone monument, 

Feasting as Samson lost his eyes. 

The city shifts as the “Saint’s” time pressed 
Away as the moon found the river’s edge 
As the water lost Ickermore’s prose. 


Longing the throne as the thief of love 

A sermon of masters rings the air 

Stale in the breath of a new mocking saint 
Hovering his city in false glows 

Spilling as the mass so shall divide. 


The ancient levy’s lake rose to boil, 


Blistering two faces left slain 
By the council of Ickermore's lone blood. 
The mask of noble blood shattered "Whoever 


As to master the remaining two. 


Lonesome man in a high seat's corner 
Verged on guiding his marble city, 

Playing the card of stone monument 

Forged with two masks to see night and day, 
Blinding the mind of the people's city. 


Day light led his tomorrow's gold ring 
Slain sacrament on his lover's throne, 
Gilded in his lust for his patron's scene 
Mutilating his only brothers 

For his lone seat of torture-powered. 


Fool Brothers in tongues of mystigue 

Utter the breath of their only hope, 

His title of Saint and gilded head 

Thrust atop the mattress of a king, 

Drenched in tears, for all the dead were stuffed. 


Apparitions meadow lain the dust 

As Little Lost found the Meadow gone, 
Wisped away as dreams does the night lay. 
The boy found the broken desert's edge. 
The second film closes in sleep. 


3 

Little Lost found the final hour, 

A waste of dusted expanse, voided 

As the ashes remnant of chard ghosts. 
No Saints found this desert departed, 
Left to cross his own steps in the sun. 


The boy learns to utter, his first words: 


“I, in forged realms of loose dreaming, 
Owning the visions of my time, burned 
With the curse and grace of birthing chaos, 
Why in thickets left of rose needles 

Must I, the new-born dreams of prophets?” 


Vast now the world, an ocean of sand 
Blipped only scarce in forgotten lithes, 
Reborn in sand waves of once-traded winds 
Where nothing breathes to speak of bleeding 
And only the dust lives forever. 


In sight of fire eyes, the furnace smiles 
On Little Lost pacing the dune's grin 
Across a drought face of infinite rays 
Where no shelter last with finite day, 
When no shadows ever find the dust. 


He speechless wanders— but no time passes. 


Radiation dizzies Little Lost 

In the persistence of the sand, stretched 
Beyond the thought of the boy’s lost dreaming. 
The dunes grin and rotate the distance 
Thirsting Little Lost to his frail knees, 


“Eyes of an elder child, lonesome glass 

Stirring sweat and spit, my face unholy 

Closer to the dust on my fingertips, 

Cracked from thirst filled wandering this desert. 
Where are you Saints who guided my birth? 


“My first hours were safe kept in your guidance, 
All wing-swept in the comfort of silk 

And linen wrapped in your relating words 
Building my vision into expanse— 

Now it is only dust, now only lost." 


Horizon welding, the liquid sky 

Spills the boy to the blistering sand 
Anchoring eyelids to his melting cheeks 
Rotating the wasteland beyond him, 
Cast into the blaze-mouth of the sun. 


The day persists as Little Lost lay 
Blanketed with dust and sulfur stains 
Languid oozing the poison desert lithes 
Left of twice forgotten monuments, 
Times fracture by the great ocean world. 


No time measurable passes the boy. 


Wasted land, hour glass fixation 
Clinches Little Lost to rouse his eyes 
Under the shadow of a Raven’s flight 
Circling the boy’s half-life carcass 
Left unfinished in this time of dust. 


Collapsing-oasis visions rest 

Silent over the boy’s head erect, 

As the bird passes to the boy’s left arm 
Outstretched as ancient tanning leather 


On meadows of old— lucid ages 


When the saw grass reigned over acres 

As the seamless ranks of great armies 

That trampled the wind song and the fields' child 
Where the master lay his hand to rest 

Over the madam who to knew too much. 


Ten Raven paces, boy in half-daze wake. 


"Rear your head child, un-blister rib bones 
And dampen the dust, your lips like bark— 
The ancient skin of great elms, extinct, 
Felled at the palms of the mocking saint. 
This is the year of the hour glass.” 


The Raven tussled the dust-drunken boy. 


Little Lost Boy rose, his soles finding dust, 
Eyes set in wondering fixation 

On the bird stark as midnight, moonless— yet 
Refracting light from his half-spread wings 
Like unbroken lakes in the sun’s face. 


The land in his dreams, he thought of saints 
And the streams of visions at his birth— 
The thousand-eyed madam in the forest, 
"Whoever's" kingdom fallen in vain, 

Rape by a lake where two masks boil. 


Smearing his eyes, stumbling and spinning, 


He thought of Mona’s truth-hiding smirk 
Prompting the Pope to force a grin, Old 
Napoleon hosting Hell’s parade, 

Sailing down the Styx like doves in flight 
Watching lambs stain the butcher’s table. 


Eyes staring, empty as a beggar’s cup, 
Teeth together with the grit of sand, 

Little Lost found himself taut in slow trance 
Unable to compel a response 

To the bird, sure of its illusion. 


“Child, it’s your age of the hour glass 

Turning in grey hands, oblivion 

Pales in fog-strewn light, this desert canvas 
Where the world once stood a thousand hues 
Unaware of its own influence, 


“All energy, cool in the transfer 

From one age and passed in jars of time, 
Lies within the dust parting your wet brow. 
The bane of your day it is certain. 

Ages rear and die; dust stays the same. 


"| hold the voice of your birth among dreams, 
Your mother, gorged on Ickermore’s plague, 
Whispered through the ages and found my ear 
Tuned to weeping plights of a beggar, 

One voice aware of its energy.” 


The boy’s bark lips twitched slow, “Who are you?” 


Feathers stark coal as moonless midnight, 
Three gyres in the sterile desert wind 
Lighting the Raven atop a near stone, 
Acting now as shelter from the sun 
Shading blood lips of the elder child. 


The desert morphed to a silent vacuum, 
Untesting the hunt of razor dust 

Falling silent, still between boy and bird. 
Wrapped in tunnel air, boy thinks of mother 
And turns to study the Raven’s tongue. 


“lam the breath behind broken words, 

The heavy salt bleaching unturned bones 
Stuffing boundless the fat graveyard of time. 
I am the ever-scribe of branded sails 

And the tongue of human ritual. 


“Time divides within itself nine-fold 
And reclaims energy, the first birth 

As lone particles of dust divided. 
There is one seam between all energy; 
I am that seam, though not its maker. 


“I stand not as bird, but energy 

Forced into this form by your soul’s eye, 

The steel trap of your man-made perception. 
I am the maker of time's record 

And the notary of human chance, 


The First and Last Perception of Man." 


The ascending void brought to his eyes 

Pupil burning madness, the boy's face 
Reared against the scourge. Radiation waste 
Spews arid recollection through time, 


The boy knew nothing of his own birth. 


Little Lost faced the Raven, "Who am |?" 


Void parted as an unwanted page, 

Cast aside words from the poet's mind 
Crushing the sun and dust to a lone grain 
Resting formless in the boy's left palm. 
He turned to look but Raven was gone. 


Boy amongst oblivion, straight-faced 
Staggering toward a single light, 

Abstracted from his desert dream, head-thrust 
Into a damp void where crystal light 

Shown unwavering through the abyss. 


Bone faced angles appeared beside him, 
Wing swept and silver whispering, his 
Ears tuned to their ringing, satin voices 
Recalling slowly his dream visions 

As he spiraled into the torch light, 


The grain was split and the child woke. 


Lost child born in death of mother, 
Cataracts of black satin priest combust 
Windless mercy kept at brass-coated dawn 
In leaking brooks of woman’s blood, 

The first breath of boy in streets of ruin. 


Captured lightning spills into his eye, 

The stream between cloud and fabric Earth 
Found Little Lost, the mesmerized city 

In fleeting veins where his blood began, 
Boiled in caldrons of electric dawn. 


Boy between rivers, the cradle of man 
Hangs the rotting boughs of religion 
Lanced by the spears of human condition. 
Captivation hungers Little Lost 

To wander the streets of Ickermore. 


The city in shambles appeared, bleak 
Apparitions faint at street level 

Weaved seamless through town, ignoring the boy 
Standing naked after his first birth 

At the electric death of mother. 


Saw-blade sirens weep furiously 
At the rabble in Ickermore's square, 


Looting the encrusted diamond cross-walks 
Where the linen-man forgot his name 
Tattooed on his rotting hollow skull. 


"This is the city of my dreaming, 

Surreal streams of fracture time and place. 
My mother, felled in the streets of its ruin, 
The chaotic shell of a once great nation 
Slain at the hands of one mocking saint, 


"This is my dream; I’ve seen it before.” 


Sand captured the boys blistering throat 
Choking the cracked voice behind his tongue, 
The escaping grunt lost in desert air 

Passed the Raven perched on arid rocks. 
Little Lost found the dust and the bird. 


"You are the last child of Ickermore, 

The remaining voice of old legend 

Carried on the tips of my ancient wings 
Through this bastard age and those passed 
Across seven plains of the known world 


"You're a soldier. Now go be what you are." 


A child was born; it began to rain. 


[1] [file:///E:/Jonnys%20Movie.doc#_ftnref1] A variation on the first stanza of William Blake's “Infant Sorrow.” 


[2] [file:///E:/Jonnys%20Movie.doc#_ftnref2] Variation on lines 6-8 of William Blake's "Holy Thursday." 
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